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You Make Your Own Happiness 


‘ie JUNE days will be full of happiness, 
if we make them so. God is doing His part to 
make them joyous, safe, happy days for all 
of us. He brings the sun up early—real early, 
long before most of us are awake. It shines 
all day long; it even puts off its bedtime un- 
til real late, and that gives us a nice long day 
for both work and play. Breezes are soft and 
warm; birds are singing; everything in nature 
is especially beautiful just now. 

Mother and Father, too, are doing their 
part to make your June days happy. Grown- 
ups made the laws say that school will close 
about the first of June and that it will not 
open again until early September. These 
grownups are also the fathers and mothers 
of boys and girls. Your parents have left 
your days fairly free from chores and home- 
work and have planned trips and picnics and 
free-time fun. 


All these things help to make your vaca- 
tion days happy, but they will be happy days 
only if you make them so. 


What can you do to make your vacation 
days happy days, you ask. Oh, many, many 
things, but the most important thing you 
need to make your days happy is a happy 
spirit right in your own heart. Father and 
Mother might give you everything you could 
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possibly wish for, and all the things they 
give you-would not make you happy unless 
you have happiness in your heart. On thé 
other hand, your parents may be able to giv 
you only enough food to keep you well, am 
place to sleep, and just enough clothing tom 
dress you, but you can still be happy. j 
All wealthy homes are not happy homes 
and all poor homes are not unhappy homes 
The happiness in the home is measured largemy 
ly by the amount of love shown in it. When 
you run in from your play and Mother greets 
you with a smile, does your heart sing witha 
joy because of her love? If it does, then youl 
home is a happy one, and your vacation days 
will be happy ones whether you go to them 
seashore or stay right in your own home. If™ 
you can run to meet Father when he comes 
home from work in the evening with they 
glad feeling that he will be proud of them 


way you have spent your day, your home is aa 
happy one whether Father drives a big caf 


or walks and carries a dinner pail. Always 

remember that happiness in the home # 

measured by the amount of love found in 4 
Fill your June days with love. 
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O NE SUNNY spring day, Denny and Mikey 
Dowd came dashing into the house. 

“Mother, Mother,” Denny cried, “come 
and see what we've found.” 

Mrs. Dowd put down her mixing bowl. 
“My, but you’re excited. What have you 
found? A buried treasure?” 

“Oh, no,” Denny replied. “Come with 
us, and we'll show you.” 
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Mrs. Dowd followed the boys into the 
back yard and over to the lilac bush. Denny 
pointed to a branch. There, in her nest, sat 
a slate-colored bird. She was not a bit afraid 
of the Dowds; as they stood staring at her, 
she gazed steadily back at them. 

“I’ve never seen a bird like this around 
here before,” said Mrs. Dowd. “How trust- 
ing she must be to build her nest so low. 
It'll be fun to watch the eggs hatch and the 
baby birds learn to fly.” 

Every day the boys threw bread crumbs 
underneath the lilac bush. It was not long 
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BY HELEN BOWMAN 


before the mother bird became very friendly 
with the Dowds. The father bird soon ap- 
peared on the scene, and the two of them 
perched on the clothesline to watch Mrs. 
Dowd hang out her clothes. They had a 
plaintive cry that sounded like a kitten cry- 
ing. 

This strange sound, like a cat’s, reminded 
Mrs. Dowd of something she had heard 
about catbirds. She looked in the bird book 
and saw a picture that was exactly like the 
bird in the lilac bush. Mrs. Dowd and the 
boys learned that catbirds are tame, lively, 
and unsuspicious. Not only do catbirds mew 
like kittens, but they can mimic the songs of 
other birds. They build their nests in thickets 
and shrubs. 

As soon as the boys found out the name 
of the bird, they called her Mrs. Catbird. 
Mr. and Mrs. Catbird had built their nest so 
well that it remained secure through spring 
rains and big winds. It was a thrilling day 
for the Dowds when the eggs hatched and 
they saw small featherless necks stretching 
up, tiny beaks opened for food. 

One afternoon, Mrs. Dowd and the boys 
went downtown to do some shopping. When 
they returned, the boys went outside to play, 
but it was not long before they came back 
into the house. 


“Mother, Mother,” they screamed, “the 
nest is gone.” 
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Mrs. Dowd heard the frantic mewing of 
the birds outside. She hurried out and went 
over to the lilac bush, where Mr. and Mrs. 
Catbird were circling over the spot where 
their nest had been. 


“Let’s search the ground,” suggested 
Mother. “Maybe it has fallen down.” 

The Dowds searched and searched, but 
they found no nest. All the time, the cat- 
birds were crying for their lost babies. 

“What happened to the nest?” asked 
Mikey. 

“I don’t know,” said Mother, “unless 
some children have taken it. You can check 
the neighborhood.” Mrs. Dowd was very 
sorry for Mr. and Mrs. Catbird, but there 
was nothing she could do. As she returned 
to the house, the mewing of the poor cat- 
birds echoed in her ears. 

Denny and Mikey decided to see if they 
could find out anything about the missing 
nest. In a short while, Mikey was back. 

“We've found the nest. Debby has it. She 
is trying to feed the babies water from an 
eye dropper. She won't give the birds back 
to Mrs. Catbird.” 

“I'd like to talk to Debby,” Mrs. Dowd 
said. She went over to Debby’s yard, where 
the little girl stood, stamping her feet and 
yelling at Denny, the birds’ nest clutched 
tightly in both hands. 

“Please be careful, Debby,” said Mrs. 
Dowd. “You'll hurt the baby birds. Don’t 
you hear their mother crying?” 


Debby stopped and listened. “I can hear 
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A wareness of God 


A rainbow smiles across the sky, 

Or the forked lightning goes stalking by; 
Clouds are tumbling, or the sun shines fair. 
Are you aware that God is there? 


A flock of geese flies overhead; 

The leaves turn yellow; the leaves turn red. 
The sweet smell of autumn is in the air. 
Are you aware that God is there? 


From hovel or palace a voice will call, 
“Give me your hand—or I shall fall!” 
Do you listen? Do you care? 

Are you aware that God is there? 


A little child lifts its smiling face, 
Making a halo of love in shining grace. 
Look at his face, lovely and fair. 

Are you aware that God is there? 


A prayer is answered; a wound is healed. 
Church bells ring across town and field. 
Flowers bloom, delicate and rare. 

Are you aware that God is there? 


It’s the little things around us every day 
That make us lift our heads and say, 
“Thank You, God. We have no fear. 
You gave Your Son, and He is here!” 


her. But I’m going to keep the little birds. 
I found them, and the mother wasn’t even 
on the nest.” Debby turned and walked in- 
to her house. 

Mrs. Dowd knocked on the door. 

“Hello, Mrs. Dowd,’ Debby’s mother 
said. “Is anything wrong?” 
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“Debby has taken the catbirds’ nest that 
was in our lilac bush. The mother bird is 
terribly upset about losing her babies.” 

“Oh, that’s terrible,” said Debby’s moth- 
er. “I can’t understand why she would do 
that. Of course, the birds’ nest must be 
returned. I wondered what she had in the 
basement. Debby, please come to mother!” 

Debby came, but she was empty-handed. 

“Where is the nest, Debby? Don’t you 
know it’s wrong to take the baby birds from 
their mother? Just think how terrible I 
would feel if someone took you away from 
me.” 

“But, Mommy, the mamma bird wasn’t on 
the nest. I felt sorry for the poor baby birds. 
They wanted something to eat, and Id take 
good care of them.” 


“You mean well, Debby, but they would 
die if you keep them away from their moth- 
er. Give Mrs. Dowd the nest.” 

Soon, Debby returned with the nest. The 
baby birds seemed to be unhurt. The Dowds 
hurried back to the lilac bush with the nest 
and then stepped back a distance to see what 
Mr. and Mrs. Catbird would do. 


“I’ve heard,” said Mrs. Dowd, ‘“‘that if 
human hands touch the eggs or baby birds, 
some birds will desert the nest. I certainly 
hope the catbirds will not.” 

Mr, and Mrs. Catbird had no intention 
of leaving their children. Mr. Catbird flew 
here and there, gathering bits of string and 
twigs in his mouth. He worked and worked 
to make the nest secure again. 

When the baby birds were ready to fly, 
Mr. and Mrs. Catbird pushed them out of 
the nest and began to teach them. Soon the 
birds all flew away, all except Mrs. Cat- 
bird. She stayed in the Dowds’ yard until 
fall. The Dowds hope she will find her way 
back next spring to raise another family in 
their lilac bush. 
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| WIsH you did not have to ask Lynn to 
your party.” Ruth carefully basted the hem 
in the doll dress she was making. 

“I wish so, too.” Beth smoothed the gath- 
ers in a ruffle, fastened her thread, and 
broke it off. “But I must because she asked 
me to hers. It wouldn’t be polite not to ask 
her to mine.” 

“I don’t think she will enjoy it,” Ruth 
said. “If I had a lovely home like hers, I 
would rather stay there than go to a party 
with girls I did not like.” 

“Think of her beautiful playroom! And 


June, 1959 


that dining room—with a maid to serve us,” 
Beth said, remembering Lynn’s party. 

“And those delicious sandwiches! And 
fruit punch! It was just like a grown-up 
party. I wonder if her mother planned it. I 
did not see her the whole time we were 
there.” 

“J don’t know whether her mother 
planned it or not, but Mother says she’s go- 
ing to serve only ice cream and cake.” Beth 
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sighed, and added, “Besides, Lynn’s furni- 
ture is all new and shiny. Ours is old and 
scratched.” 

“We can play outdoors most of the time. 
She won’t be in the house much,” Ruth con- 
soled her friend. 

Lynn had started to school a week after 
the fall term began. The children looked up 
from their desks one day and saw her stand- 
ing in the doorway. In her soft-blue dress 
and with her golden hair forming a halo 
around her face, she looked like the Blue 
Fairy that helped Pinocchio find happiness. 

She had moved into the big house on the 
hill the week before. The children all called 
it the palace because it was such a beautiful 


house. Lynn always wore the same kind of 
clothes the other girls wore and always 
brought just enough money to pay for her 
lunch and other necessities. She was friend- 
ly and sweet, and all the girls liked her. 
That is, they liked her until the day they 
went to her party. 


Her birthday came in January. She in- 
vited all the girls in the room to her party. 
That was when they learned what a beauti- 
ful home she lived in and that her family 
had servants who took care of everything. 


It was the next school day that Nancy 
Smith told a group of girls, “She invited us 
to her party only to show us how rich she is, 
not because she really likes us and wanted 
us to have a good time.” 

All the girls knew Nancy was jealous 
and envious, but they did not realize how 


unhappy one thoughtless remark could make 


a little girl who is trying to make friends in 
a new community. 


They popped some corn, and Mrs. Clayton brought some apples. 
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Once this unkind thought was planted in 
the minds of the other girls, it grew until 
they seemed to be trying to shut Lynn out of 
their circle and their fun. Did she really 
want them to know she could have anything 
she wanted ? Had she given the party only to 
impress them ? 


It was a bright Saturday afternoon in 
April when Beth gave her party. The sun 
was warm and bright, just the kind of day 
to play outdoors and to eat ice cream. 

“Mother, please make Billy stay in the 
house and behave,” Beth pleaded. “You 
know how he always does. He will not stay 
clean, and he is always poking his grubby 
fingers into something.” 

“I will do better than that,” Mrs. Clay- 
ton promised. “I will let him go over and 
spend the time with Jimmie Taylor, if Mrs. 
Taylor is going to be at home.” 

So, three-year-old Billy, wearing a clean 
yellow shirt and blue jeans, was sent to 
Jimmie’s. 

It makes no difference how bright an 
April afternoon is, a sudden storm may come 
dashing along to send everyone indoors. 
That happened during Beth’s party. A cloud 
came hurrying up from the southwest, bring- 
ing lightning and thunder with it. 

Now they would have to go indoors, and 
Lynn would see the scratched furniture and 
the worn slip covers, where Billy had 
bounced up and down in the chairs. Beth 
was relieved when Lynn seemed not to 
notice. But no sooner had they started hav- 
ing fun, playing “Poor Pussy,” than the next 
dreadful thing happened. 

Billy burst through the living-room door, 
crying and calling, “Mother! Mother!” He 
was frightened by the loud peals of thunder, 
and in running to get home, he had fallen. 
The clean clothes he had worn to Jimmie’s 
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About My Dad 
By Rowena Cheney 


My dad is great! He’s like a friend— 
A sort of chum to me; 

In all the world you'd never find 

A dad as fine as he. 


He’s sorry when I make mistakes, 
The way I often do; 

But when I do things right, he grins 
And whispers, “Good for you!” 


My dad is just the grandest pal 
A person ever had; 

I hope he knows how glad I am 
To have him for my dad. 


were limp with rain and covered with mud. 
The dirt around his eyes, where he had 
rubbed his chubby, muddy fists, was streaked 
with tears. As he walked, he left a trail of 
clay-colored water behind him. 

Before Beth could reach him, Lynn was 
kneeling in front of him. She threw her 
arms around him and hugged him close to 
her. “It is all right, dear,” she said. “Look 
at the friends who are waiting for you!” 

Grandmother heard the commotion and 
came to see what was happening. She took 
Billy by his muddy hand and pulled him to 
her. “Look at your lovely green-and-white 
dress, dear,” she said to Lynn. “It is all 
spotted with mud, tears, and rain.” 

“It doesn’t matter a bit about the dress.” 
Lynn looked up at Grandmother with 
tears spilling from her blue eyes. “I 
know what it means to be frightened and 
alone.” 


Grandmother slipped her arm around 
(Please turn to page 34) 
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FIRE 


What the Story Told Before 


The Dawson twins, Jimmy and Johnny, 
went on an overnight camping trip in the 
mountains of southern California. On the 
way they stopped to talk with Mr. Olsen, 
who asked if they were going to visit his 
son Eric, who was their good friend. 

He warned the boys to keep a sharp look- 
out for fires because there was going to be 
a wind before too long. 


Eric could not go camping with them, so 
Jimmy and Johnny made camp beside a 


spring. 


wat 


BY BONITA FOUSTE 


Part Two 


Te BOYS tethered the horses and skirted 
the base of the cliff, looking for a reasonably 
safe place to climb. Johnny was ready to 
start climbing without further exploration, 
but Jimmy held him back. 


“If one of us should break an arm or leg 
on this trip,” he said firmly, “who knows 
when Mother would let us come again. Let's 
play it safe.” 

The cliff swung to the southeast at the 
edge of the grass, its base sloping upward 
to follow the incline of the next hill. They 


“It’s coming this way.” 
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“You can’t run a horse in these hills!” Johnny 
exclaimed. 


scrambled up over the loose rock, scratching 
their bare arms on the thorny brush. A few 
feet from the bottom, they came to a nar- 
row ledge that sloped gently up the wall to 
disappear behind a granite spire that jutted 
from the face of the cliff. 

“This may go to the top,” suggested 
Jimmy. “Shall we try it?” 

Johnny was already on his way up, inch- 
ing along, his body flat against the perpen- 
dicular stone. Behind and above the granite 
spire, the face of the cliff was broken into a 
series of steps and ledges, formed by boul- 
ders piled one on another and by the weath- 
ered seams of the larger mass itself. They 
scrambled up, proceeding as quickly as safety 
would allow, testing each rock before resting 
any weight on it. They tested the handholds, 
too, to make certain they were solid. 

An hour’s climb brought them to the top. 
A few feet from the edge, another smaller 
cliff rose from the roof of the first. In this 
one, behind a large round boulder, Jimmy 
discovered a small cave. 


“I told you!” he shouted. “‘Let’s look in- 
side.” 
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They cautiously probed the interior of the 
cave with long sticks before peering in. A 
coyote or mountain lion might be using the 
place for a den. If it were, it would not be 
wise to get in the creature’s way. However, 
no animal jumped out. Johnny knelt at the 
entrance and strained his eyes to see what 
might be inside. “Wish I'd brought my flash- 
light from my saddlebags,” he said regret- 
fully. “I can’t see a thing.” 

Jimmy fished around in his pockets. “Here's 
my little pocketlight,” he said. “See if it 
helps.” 

Johnny flashed the light around the sides 
and roof of the cave before crawling inside. 
Jimmy followed at his heels. The cave was 
small, not more than five feet across at the 
widest part and perhaps seven or eight feet 
deep. 

“Nobody ever lived here,” declared 
Johnny. 

“It could have been used as a store room 
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or something,” said Jimmy. “Here, let me 
have the light.” 

He crawled around the cave, probing 
every square inch of floor space with the 
tiny light and searching the walls for hid- 
den niches. He was about to give up in dis- 
appointment when his knee hit something 
sharp. He picked it up. 

“Hey, look!” he exclaimed. 

Johnny took the flattened stone and ex- 
amined it carefully. “It could be an arrow- 
head,” he said finally. “It was flattened by 
man and not by nature, that’s certain. It has a 
sharp point, too. I think it’s damaged, 
though.” 

“Damaged or not, it’s an arrowhead,” re- 
turned Jimmy, pocketing his treasure. 

Further search revealed no more relics, 
so the boys crawled out. They stood a mo- 
ment outside the cave, trying to decide what 
to do next. They could climb up the second 
cliff. On the other hand, there might be 
hidden caves behind the boulders they had 
crossed on the way up. 

“We can explore the lower cliff tomorrow 
morning,” Johnny argued. “Why don’t we 
look this one over while we're here?” 

Jimmy agreed, and was searching for a 
safe place to climb up when he glanced to 
the east and saw a thin column of smoke 
rising from the next range of hills. 

“It looks as if someone else is camping,” 
he commented. 

“Well, I hope they're careful,” said 
Johnny. “This would be a poor time for a 
fire to get away.” 

“At least, there’s no wind,” Jimmy told 
him. “Say, that reminds me: Mr. Olsen said 
there would be. I’ve never known him to be 
wrong about it before.” 

“No,” replied Johnny. “Besides, how do 
we know the wind isn’t blowing? We're 
sheltered here on three sides.” 
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“Come on,” Jimmy almost shouted. ‘‘Let’s 
get up this cliff and see if we can see if that 
is a campfire.” 

Skirting the base of the second cliff, the 
boys came to a path that began where the 
granite was still covered by sloping earth. 
Hard-packed by the centuries, overgrown 
with low, straggly bushes, it was as safe asa 
steep, narrow mountain trail could possibly 
be. They scrambled up, aided rather than 
hindered by the brush. 

From the top, they had a clear view of 
most of the valley. To the east, part of the 
narrow lowland that separated their range 
of hills from the next was also visible. Be- 
yond this, on the next range, a column of 
smoke was rising. 

“It looks larger than it did a few minutes 
ago,” said Jimmy, lifting his binoculars for 
a better view. 

“That’s probably just because we can see 
it better,” suggested Johnny. 

Jimmy watched the smoke for a few 
minutes. 

“I don’t think so,” he said slowly. ‘No, 
it looks as if the fire is spreading. It’s coming 
over the top from the other side.” 

“Let me see,” begged Johnny. 

Jimmy handed the binoculars to his 
brother. “I think you're right,” Johnny 
agreed finally, “and it’s coming this way.” 

He lowered the binoculars and returned 
them to his brother. The breeze, unhampered 
by intervening columns of granite, ruffled 
his hair and stirred the sagebrush at his feet. 

“The wind’s coming up,” he said. 

“It'll probably get stronger, too,” an- 
swered Jimmy. “It’s amazing the way Mr. 
Olsen always seems to know.” 

They watched the smoke a few minutes 
longer, as it rose higher, forming a gray 
cloud over the green peaks. The flames were 

(Please turn to page 35) 
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| Saul escaped from his enemies in 
Damascus, he went to Jerusalem. Men who 
had once been his friends in that city no 
longer welcomed him because he had be- 
come a follower of Jesus’ teachings. When 
Saul tried to make new friends among the 
apostles, they doubted that he really wanted 
to be one of them. In days past, He had 
persecuted Jesus’ disciples. Had Saul really 
changed, they asked themselves. 

But a kind-hearted disciple named Barna- 
bas believed in Saul. “On the road to Damas- 
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cus, Saul saw the Lord,” Barnabas told the 
apostles. 

From that time on, Saul worked and 
taught with the others. Because he was 
winning many followers, the officials plotted 
against him. To save his life, Saul’s new- 
found friends sent him to his old home 
town, Tarsus. 

Meanwhile, new churches were springing 
up outside of Jerusalem. Barnabas had gone 
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on to encourage a group of Christians in the 
city of Antioch. Needing help, he asked 
Saul to come to Antioch with him. 

In Jerusalem, Saul had worked among 
the Jews. But he was one of those who be- 
lieved that Jesus’ message was meant for 
everyone. So, in Antioch he taught rich, 
poor, Roman, Greek. He had a fine educa- 
tion and could speak to scholars in a way 
they respected, but because he was humble 
and honest, he also appealed to simple fish- 
ermen. To all, he preached that when we 
follow God's laws we find peace and joy. 

While Saul was in Antioch helping get 
the church started, he came to be known 
as Paul. It was fitting that he should have 
a new name, for Paul was now a very differ- 
ent man from the one who was struck blind 
on the road to Damascus. 

As soon as the church at Antioch was 
thriving, Paul and Barnabas set forth to visit 
Christians in other cities. The two men be- 
came dear friends. Later, however, they dis- 
agreed about who should go along as helpers 
in their work. Barnabas wanted to take a 
disciple, John Mark. But Paul remembered 
a time when Mark had been with them and 
had deserted when danger threatened. Mark, 
he thought, was too weak. Barnabas would 
not agree to leave Mark behind. So the two 
men who had shared hardship and hunger 
went off in opposite directions. 

To assist him, Paul chose Silas, a cou- 
rageous young man who was an excellent 
preacher. In Lystra, a pure-hearted man 
named Timothy joined them. Wherever the 
three missionaries went, the churches were 
strengthened and increased in number. 

One night when they were in Troas, Paul 
had a vision. In it, a man from Macedonia, 
a country north of Greece, called out to him, 
“Come over to Macedonia and help us.” 

Because he believed God was guiding 
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him, Paul decided to go to Macedonia. He 
took Silas and Timothy with him. At the 
busy port of Troas, where singing sailors 
loaded cargoes, Paul and his companions 
boarded a small sailing vessel. After sev- 
eral stopovers, they arrived at Philippi, lead- 
ing city of Macedonia. 

In this city, which had been conquered 
by the Romans, there were only a few be- 
lievers in Christianity. Most of the people 
worshiped idols. There was no synagogue; 
so on the Sabbath day, Paul and his helpers 
went outside the city gate to a place by a 
riverside where the few Christians in Philip- 
pi met for worship. 

Convincingly, Paul spoke to them in their 
own language, Greek. He told them about 
Jesus—how He healed the sick, how He 
commanded people to love one another. As 
he talked about how faith can free us from 
wrongdoing, the faces of his listeners lighted 
up. A well-dressed, intelligent-looking wom- 
an seemed very deeply touched by what he 
said. 

After the riverside meeting, Paul found 
that she was a businesswoman, Lydia, who 
had become rich by selling purple dyes 
and cloth. As soon as Lydia and her family 
were baptized, she said, “If you have judged 
me faithful to the Lord, come to my house 
and stay.” 


Paul could not doubt that she had faith. 
Even to be baptized in this land where most 
persons were heathens had taken courage. 
So, although Paul and his companions were 
not accustomed to luxury, they accepted 
Lydia’s invitation. 

One day, as Paul and Silas were going 
to the place of prayer, they met a slave girl. 
Her wild eyes, bare feet, and matted hair 
gave proof that she was not of sound mind. 
In a loud voice she cried out, ‘““These men 
are servants of the Most High God, who 
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God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Adapted ) 


I now am wise, I now am 
true, 


Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 


All things I am, can do, and 
be, 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


proclaim unto you the way of salvation.” 

Day after day the slave followed them 
and called out. Because the girl was not 
sane, Paul was troubled. Every time she 
called out, some in the crowd scoffed and 
jeered. 

In Paul’s time a person who was insane 
was supposed to be possessed by an evil 
spirit. Pitying the girl, Paul turned to her 
one day and said, “I charge you in the name 
of Jesus Christ to come out of her.” 

Immediately, the wild look went out of 
the girl’s eyes and she became quiet. Before 
Paul healed the girl, she had made money 
for her owners by answering questions about 
future happenings. Now, she no longer told 
fortunes. 

This made the owners very angry. Grab- 
bing Paul and Silas roughly, they had them 
dragged into the market place before the 
tulers. Then the owners accused them. 
“These men are Jews, and they are disturb- 
ing our city,” said one. “They advocate cus- 
toms which it is not lawful for us Romans 
to accept or to practice.” 

Paul tried to explain that he and Silas 
were Roman citizens. But the noisy, angry 
crowd closed in on them, kicking, cursing, 
throwing rocks. Many persons in Philippi 
feared Christianity and hated the men who 
were trying to teach it. 
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Seeing the temper of the mob, the magis- 
trates ordered that Paul and Silas be beaten 
and thrown into prison. To make certain 
that they could not escape, the keeper of 
the jail put them into a small, dark room in 
the inner prison. Then he fastened their feet 
in stocks, 

No one could have blamed Paul and 
Silas if they had complained about the un- 
just punishment. But, although thirsty, hun- 
gry, bruised, and bleeding, they were full 
of gratitude for God’s love. They knew that 
even when we seem to be unjustly treated, 
God’s justice is at work. 

At midnight, Paul and Silas were praying 
and singing hymns. Suddenly, there was a 
loud, rumbling noise. An earthquake shook 
the ground. Prison doors that had been 
bolted and barred swung open. Chains fell 
from prisoners. 

Paul, Silas, and all the other prisoners 
could have walked out as free men, but they 
did not. In those days it was the custom for 
a jailer to take the place of his prisoners if 
they escaped. Knowing what would happen 
to him, the jailer was about to take his own 
life when Paul called out, “Do not harm 
yourself, for we are all here.” 

The jailer called for lights. Then, rushing 
up to Paul and Silas, he fell down before 

(Please turn to page 29) 
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By Lottie Norton 


D ANNy had not meant to go so far into the 
woods. And it was getting late, too. Danny 
could tell, because the sun was getting low 
in the sky. It did that every evening just 
about time for the evening meal. 

Danny looked around. The house was not 
in sight. All the familiar things were gone; 
everything was strange. He dug his fists into 
his eyes to keep back the tears. 

“Tm big,” he said. “I mustn’t cry.” 

But Danny was lost. He really had not 
meant to come so far, but the butterfly he 
had been chasing came this way. He did not 
care about the butterfly now. 

“Mother said God hears us when we 
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pray,” Danny said to himself. “She told me 
if I ever needed help, God would help me. 
And Captain Kangaroo, on television, just 
this morning told us to remember to pray. 
Miss Lane, at Sunday school, said so, too!” 

Danny always remembered to say his 
prayers at night when he went to bed. 

“But this is different,” he thought. He 
looked around again. Then he decided to 
pray. “God, I’m lost, and I don’t know 
which way to go. Mother said You would 
help me. Will You tell me which way to go 
home?” he prayed. 

Danny waited, his eyes closed. He won- 
dered if a voice would tell him the way. 
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Then he opened his eyes. He slowly turned 
and looked all around. 

“God didn’t help me,” he cried, forcing 
back the tears again. 

Then Danny remembered something his 
mother had said: “Danny, God helps those 
who help themselves. He doesn’t always just 
give us what we want, but He helps us to 
know what we should have and shows us 
what we can do to help ourselves.” 

Danny had not understood what his moth- 
er had meant but now he knew. 

“Dear God,” he prayed again, “will You 
help me find my way home?” 

Danny opened his eyes again. This time 


he thought, “Let’s see. When Daddy goes 
to the barn to milk the cows in the evening, 
he walks toward the sun that is low in the 
sky. So, if I walk toward the sun, since I 
am on the other side of the house, I will walk 
toward the house. Then that must be the 
way to go!” And he started walking toward © 
the setting sun. 

“How did I ever think of that?” Danny 
asked himself when he saw the roof of his 
home in the distance. 

“Oh,” he said, looking up, “You helped 
me, God. I’m just a little boy, but You 


-helped me to think how to get home—and 


not be lost! Thank You, God.” 


Sereno 
1. Makes no dif-frencewhereyou'rebom Or how you earn your bread, You'll 
2. For it's how we think and feel Thatmakes is growl or sing; And 
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BY LAWRENT LEE 


Copyright 1959 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


D AVID Harrison was worried that Saturday, 
even before Charley Brewer came with the 
bananas. They were for Chimp, the young 
chimpanzee that David’s cousin had brought 
home from his last trip to Africa. Cousin 
John was an airplane pilot, and he had asked 
David to care for his new pet until he could 
take it to his home in Oregon. David knew 
that apes are warm-country animals, and the 
responsibility of keeping Chimp healthy and 
happy in Midwest America made him uneasy. 

Besides, he was worried about the track 
meet that was to be held Monday. He had 
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hoped to win the pole vault, but today he 
had wakened with such stiff muscles that 
he could hardly walk, much less vault. Now, 
instead of practicing, he stood beside 
the standards he had built near the Chim- 
panzee’s shed, prodding the ground with 
his pole. He suspected that his muscles were 
telling him that he had exercised too much. 
Probably, they would twitch and jerk Mon- 
day instead of taking him in a beautiful arc 
over the bar. 

He looked through the shed window. 
Chimp was sitting on an empty box, scratch- 
ing his head as though he were bored. 

“Maybe,” David thought, “I should hang 
a rope across the shed so he can swing on 
it. Maybe——” 
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From down the slope came a shout, “Hi, 
Dave!” 

Charley Brewer was coming up the lane 
with a bundle balanced on one shoulder. 
Big, raw-boned Charley sagged under its 
weight, but he wore his usual grin. 

David propped his pole against the shed 
and started out to meet Charley, but with 
each step his muscles pulled and ached. 

“Take it easy,” he called to Charley, “and 
I'll give you a hand.” 

Still grinning, Charley came panting up 
the slope. 

“You took that Saturday job at the grocery, 
didn’t you?” David asked. 


“Sure,” said Charley. “I couldn’t pass up 
a chance for a pay check like that!” 

“Give me one end,” David suggested as 
he fell into step beside Charley. “A bunch 
of bananas is heavy.” 

“Not very,” said Charley; but he low- 
ered the bundle so that David could help. 
“Anyway, this is my last delivery today, 
and the boss brought me to the lane in the 
pickup. He’s O.K. He wants me on the job 
full time.” 

“You won't quit school!” David ex- 
claimed. 

Charley's grin broadened. ‘“The boss 
says I’m the best boy he’s ever had. Strong 
as a man, too,” he added proudly. “I like 
the job!” 

David nodded without enthusiasm. Now, 
he had a third worry—Charley! 

He said slowly, “You're the strongest boy 
in our room, too, Charley, and the year’s 
almost over. Why not stay in school and 
pass with the rest of us? Then you can work 
all summer and be with us again next fall. 


The young chimpanzee had found David's pole. 
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A fellow needs brains as much as he does 
muscles, and to make good we've got to keep 
them both in good shape.” 

Charley shrugged. It was plain that he 
did not want to talk about his schooling. 
So the boys trudged up the slope in silence. 
David knew that making a wise choice be- 
tween a regular pay check and an educa- 
tion might be hard for Charley, for money 
was always scarce in the Brewer family, and 
no one cared much about booklearning. 
“Why are you getting so many bananas?” 
Charley blurted. 

“To eat,” David answered. “That is, the 
chimpanzee I told you about is going to eat 
them. Take a look.” He pointed to the shed 
window. “He’s been nosing into everything, 
but now he’s bored.” 

The boys stopped and looked in. 


“Not much for him to nose into,” said 
Charley. ‘‘No wonder he’s bored.” 


““He’s cool and comfortable,” said David, 
“and with all these bananas to eat, what 
more do most things want?” 


A scowl crossed Charley’s craggy face. 
“You ain’t thinkin’ I’m like him, are you?” 
he demanded. ‘‘You ain’t thinkin’ all I want 
is being comfortable and fed?” 

David flushed. He said hastily, “I didn’t 
mean anything like that, and you know it.” 
Still, Charley scowled. “Well,” he growled, 
“you're always saying a fellow who gets 
grown without any learnin’ won't ever get 
a good job. Maybe you're right, but my pop’s 
never had a real good job, and you got to 
remember a fellow needs a lot of things be- 
fore he gets grown. Remember that!” 

“T will,” David said gently, for sometimes 
he felt humble when he was with Charley. 
He had never had to meet many of the prob- 
lems that worried Charley. “I know how 
you feel,” he said, “but maybe it’s better to 
pull your belt tighter and fight it out now 
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than to fight things out all your life. I like 
you a lot, Charley. If we go through school 
together, maybe when we're grown we can 
work together. Maybe we could start a busi- 
ness of our own or get jobs with the same 
firm. But maybe that can’t happen if you 
stop school and I go on learning things to 
work with!” 

Charley moistened his lips with a nervous 
tongue. He turned away from David and 
peered into the shed. 

“What's that rope for—hanging from 
the beam?” he asked. 

“Cousin John said we could tie the bunch 
of bananas to it. They’d be out of Chimp’s 
reach and still be handy when we want to 
feed him,” said David. 

“Tl help you,” Charley offered. “Got a 
ladder to climb on?” 

“We won't need one,” said David. “We 
can pile up those empty boxes and climb on 
them.” 

When the bananas were hung high above 
the young ape’s head, the boys began prac- 
ticing pole vaulting. It was a new sport for 
Charley, and he was awkward at first, but 
he kept at it. Grinning and panting, he took 
his turn while David rubbed his aching 
muscles. 

“I exercised too much yesterday,” David 
complained. ‘Mom says even good things 
are bad if we get too big a dose at one time.” 

Charley looked at him with suspicion. 
“Meaning I’m getting too big a dose of 
work if I stay with my job six days a week?” 

“You're touchy,” David exclaimed im- 
patiently. “I didn’t mean that; but if you 
think it’s true, O.K. Mom says something 
else I like: ‘Never worry. Just do the best 
you can about a thing and forget it.’ So I 
won't worry about your job. You'll figure it 
out the way you think is right. Let’s take an- 
other look at Chimp.” 
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How wonderful since school is through 
That winds are warm and skies are blue. 
How wonderful that days are long 

And robins sing a cheery song. 

How wonderful that we can play 

Hour after hour each happy day, 

That we have time each day to do 

The things our mothers want us to 

And still have time to race and run 

And have a lot of summer fun. 


Carrying the pole with him, David went 
to the window. One glance inside made him 
groan. He rushed to the door. Charley fol- 
lowed. 


“That chimp’s smart,” said Charley as 
they slid inside. “Who'd have thought he'd 
climb on the boxes and get the bananas?” 

“T should have!” said David as he dropped 
his pole and closed the door. “I’ve got to 
get these boxes out, or he'll make himself 
sick by eating too many bananas.” 

Getting rid of the boxes was no great task 
even though Chimp squealed protests every 
time one went out. When the last was gone, 
David suggested, ““Let’s watch through the 
window and see what he does.” 


When they got outside, they saw that . 


the young chimpanzee had already found 
David’s pole and was balancing it in one 
hairy hand. He looked up at the bananas 
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longingly. His leathery brown face puckered 
in a frown. 
Charley said, “Let's practice some more. 
I like pole vaulting.” 
“Wait,” David said. 
chimp does.” 


“Let’s see what 


Chimp was moving toward the bananas 
that dangled on the rope well out of his 
reach. When he got under them, he placed 
one end of the pole on the floor and, while 
the boys watched, astonished, he did what 
seemed impossible. He climbed the pole, 
reached the bananas, pulled off one, and 
slid to the floor before the pole could topple. 

“What a show!” Charley applauded him. 

“Tl have to take those bananas away,” 
said David. “If I don’t, he'll find some way 
to get them!” 

“He deserves them,’ Charley declared. 

(Please turn to page 38) 
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God within us heals every sickness, 
every pain. ® | think of myself, my 
family, and my friends as being healthy 
and happy, and this helps us all to 
keep well. 


Father, I love Your world. ® Today | 
will take time to enjoy all the beautiful 
things You have made. Thank You, 
Father! 


My life is filled with love and happi- 
ness. ® | let God's love be seen through 
me by being helpful, kind, and cheer- 
ful to everyone. 


Today I will be a peacemaker. ® What- 
ever happens, I will act and speak so 
as to bring peace and good will to 
everyone around me. 


There is no illness that God cannot 
heal. # | open my mind to Him, and He 
fills my mind with thoughts of strength 
and health. 


I am never afraid because God is with 
me. ® There is no room for fear in my 
heart because my heart is full of God's 
protecting love. 


I cannot lose friends that are really 
mine. ® I do not waste time in being 
jealous; I know that no one can take 
my place in God's world. 


During vacation it is good to take time 
each day to thank God for all His many 
blessings. Use the thoughts in thes 
daily prayers when you talk with God, 


to do. ® I do not give up if I do no 
succeed right away; I put my trust in 


{ I do my best in whatever I am asked 
God and keep trying. 


I ask God to show me how to enjoy my 
summer. ® Whatever I do, wherever 
I go, I know He will be guiding and 
protecting me. 


Wherever I am, God is. ® Whatever | 
am given to do, I do it cheerfully and 
the very best I can. I know I shall suc- 
ceed because God is with me. 


Today is the best day of my life. ® | will 
not think about past mistakes or about 
what may come tomorrow. I will be 
happy, helpful, understanding, and 
loving today. 


ers. ® Teach me how to be happy with- 
out having my own way all the time. 


Thank You, Father, for my wonderlul 
body. ® Help me to learn how to care 
for my body so that it will always be 
healthy and strong. 


I keep my mind on what is good and 
true. ® I will not let my thoughts 
stray. I will think only happy, helpful 
thoughts. 


many 
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me. 


s be 


All people everywhere are children of 
God. ® When I pray for others, I pray 
in faith, knowing that God will help 
them to be healthy, happy, and suc- 
cessful. 


“God is my help in every need.” = He 
protects and guides me in all that I do. 
I turn to him whenever I need His help 
or feel uncertain about what I should 
do. 


I am patient. ® | do not try to hurry 
people or things; I know that what is 
best for me will come to me at the 
right time. 


Today I will finish whatever I begin. 
I will stick to one job until I finish it; 
I will not skip from one thing to an- 
other. 


Today I will choose to do things that 
will please God. ® | see myself as God 
sees me: happy, healthy, and friendly. 
I act so that others will see me in the 
same way. 


I show my love for others by doing 
thoughtful things. ® I look for ways to 
be helpful so that others will know that 
I love and appreciate them. 


I will let my life speak for God today. 
I will be God's representative where- 
ever I am so that others may see God 
through me. 


God's love makes all things right. ® I do 
not worry about anything that hap- 


pens. I have faith in the goodness of 
God's law. 


All things are working together for 
good. ® I am working with God to help 
make all things right. 


I believe in God and in the good. 
I know that things that seem bad have 
no power to hurt me because God is 
all-powerful and His life lives in me. 


I am willing to change my mind when 
I am wrong. ® | do not feel that I know 
it all; I am willing to learn from my par- 
ents, teachers, and friends. 


This is my quiet time with God. ® | be- 
come still and listen to what God tells 
me. In the stillness, I feel His presence 
with me. 


I am willing and obedient, and God re- 
wards me. ® [| try to obey His laws 
in every way, and He fills my life with 
good. 


I willingly and lovingly follow the 
Jesus Christ way of living. ® Jesus 
taught kindness and fair play in all 
our dealings, and I try to be kind and 
fair. 


God is the strength of my life. "= What- 
ever changes come into my life, I am 
safe and secure because God loves 
me, and God never changes. 


Thank You, Father, for the good in my 
life. ® I am thankful that my body was 
created to show forth God's radiant 
life. I will help it to do so. 


Ps 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Lovely June is here once again, and we 
are all looking forward to a vacation time 
with many fun-filled days. 


Some of us will be doing things we have 
never done before or going places we have 
never been before, but we shall look for- 
ward with joy to every new and glorious 
day when we remember that God is always 
with us, guiding and protecting us, whatever 
we are doing and wherever we are. Remem- 
bering that God is always with us, keeping 
us safe from all harm and helping us to do 
what is right, will help to make this the 


ah 


most wonderful summer we have ever 
known. 

If any of you WEE WIsDoM readers are 
not members of the Good Words Booster 
Club and would like to join us in helping to 
make ourselves and others happy by remem- 
bering to think only good thoughts, to say 
only good words, and to do only good deeds 
—not only during the happy, carefree days 
of summer, but also during every day of the 
busy school year—just write to Barbara Ben- 
son, WEE WIspOM, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, 
and ask for an application blank. 

Joyfully and lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: Sometimes when I am going 
into my bedroom and it is dark, I am afraid; 
but after I say The Prayer of Faith, I re- 
member the line “God is my all, I know 
no fear,” and I feel a lot better because I 
know God is with me. 
The Prayer of Faith helps me a lot when 
I am afraid or when I need help. 
—SHARON (Canada) 


= We are very happy, Sharon, that you are 
finding help and happiness through using 
The Prayer of Faith. This little prayer helps 
us to remember that God is always with us, 
guiding us and caring for us. When we 
remember this, we put our faith and trust 
in God, and we are not afraid. 
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Dear Barbara: | do not like doing yard work, 
but since I joined the Good Words Booster 
Club, I don’t fuss about it. 


I will try to speak good words all the time. 
— JOHN 


=» We know you will have a wonderful va- 
cation time, John, because making others 
happy always makes us happy, too. And 
you are making all those around you happy 
when you remember to say only good words 
and to give a loving, happy smile along 
with your kind and helpful deeds. 


Dear Barbara: 1 like being a Good Words 
Booster because I feel so good all the time. 
I didn’t feel this good before I started 
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thinking kind thoughts and doing kind 
deeds. Mother says she wishes I were twins. 
—PAM 


« We are very happy to have your good re- 
port, Pam. It will help us remember that one 
of the best ways to be happy and to make 
our family and our friends happy is to fol- 
low the club pledge each and every day. 

As we express love, happiness, helpful- 
ness, thoughtfulness, and understanding in 
all that we think and say and do, we really 
do feel good all the time, dear. 


Dear Barbara: I'm very pleased to have be- 
come a member. Whenever I am troubled, 
I ask God for help. 

One time, I had to make a speech, and 
I had only three or four minutes to prepare 
it. I asked God to help me make a good 
speech. When I got in front of the audience, 
I found I wasn’t nervous at all. —KENNETH 


= It is indeed wonderful to know that God 
hears and answers every prayer when we 
turn to Him and have faith in His power 
to help us. 

When you turned to Him, He helped 
you to be calm and to think clearly, Ken- 
neth. Thank you for telling us how God 
helped you to do your very best. 


Dear Barbara: Last week we took a test to 
see if we would pass. I thought I was going 
to fail, but I prayed, and I did not fail. I 
tead The Prayer of Faith and remembered 
that God is my help in every need. 
—DELORES 


« Thank you for telling us how God helped 
you, Delores. Many boys and girls and men 
and women have found The Prayer of Faith 
a great help, and we are happy to know that 
it is helping you to remember that God is 
truly your help in every need. 
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When you remember that God is always 
with you, helping you in all that you do, 
you are not afraid or nervous. Your mind is 
clear, and you can remember what you have 
learned. 


Dear Barbara: 'm trying to keep the club 
pledge, but my temper sometimes seems to 
get the best of me. I’m going to try extra- 
hard now that school is out—CHRISTYANN 


= Any time your temper wants to get out of 
control and make you say or do something 
unkind or unloving, Christyann, dear, re- 
member that you are one of God’s happy, 
loving, thoughtful children and that God 
will help you to say and do the right and 
good thing. As you remember to express 
only love and joy in your thoughts, words, 
and deeds, you will find that you no longer 
have a problem with your temper. 


Dear Barbara: 1 am now on my summer 
holidays after the last term of the year at 
school. At the end of the last term, we had 
exams. I asked God to help me to do them 
well, and He answered my prayers. After 
the exam results were added, and I came 
first out of seventeen girls. 
I am enjoying my holidays very much. 
—FRANCES (British West Indies) 


= We are very happy to know that God 
helped you to do your very best in your 
examinations, Frances. 


We know you had done your part by 
studying your lessons and doing your best 
each day, and we know that you had com- 
plete faith in God’s power to help you. 
You had done your part, so God was able 
to help you to be calm, to think clearly, and 
to remember the things you had learned 
throughout the term. 
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THIS IS 


KENNY 


Designed by Denise Myers 
(10 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 


26 Wee Wisdom 


0 FAY) RES 
SS 
\ 
y 
- AS 
+ 
Y f 


\ 


= 


By Lois M. Dunning 


The Thunderstorm 


a and Betty were having a good 
time; they were playing in Kathy's back 
yard, and they had made a very nice little 
playhouse out of the fireplace wood that had 
been delivered that morning and was still 
waiting to be carried into the basement. 
They had used the wood to build walls, and 
they had even made steps so that they could 
walk up to the “second floor”— the highest 
part of the woodpile. It was a very uneven 
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floor, and every once in a while part of it 
would slip out from under their feet as they 
walked along; but that only added to the 
fun. At the moment, they were both up- 
stairs, trying to put their dolls to sleep. 

“Susie is being naughty today!” exclaimed 
Kathy, pretending to be very annoyed. “She 
wouldn’t finish her lunch, and now she 
won't go to sleep.” 

Betty sighed. “I’m having trouble with 
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Nancy, too,” she said. “Perhaps they'd like 
to have us sing to them.” 

“That sounds like a good idea. What shall 
we sing?” asked Kathy. 

“Let’s sing ‘Jesus Loves Me, 
Betty. 

They both started singing, but before 
they had finished even the first verse, they 
were startled to hear a loud clap of thunder. 

“O—oh, I hope we don’t have a thunder- 
storm. I’m scared of them,” said Betty. 

“You don’t have to be afraid,” answered 
Kathy, “but we'd better move our things 
into the house because it’s starting to rain, 
too.” 

“Let’s hurry and get inside,” said Betty, 
quickly gathering up her doll and all the 


replied 


clothes. “I just saw it lightning, and——~ 
Oh, listen to that thunder!” Poor Betty was 
almost in tears. “Aren’t you afraid, Kathy?” 

“No, and you don’t have to be either,” 
Kathy told her as they scampered into the 
house. 

Kathy’s mother had just gone to the store, 
so the two girls were all alone. Betty wished 
that she were in her own home with her 
mother. She'd feel safer that way. 

“Do you know why I’m not afraid?” asked 
Kathy. 

“Uhuh.” Betty winced as the lightning 
ran across the sky. 

“Because, whenever there is a storm, I al- 
ways ask God to protect me. Mommy taught 
me to do that. Mommy says God makes the 
lightning, and He can keep us safe no mat- 
ter how bad the storm is.” 

“But the lightning is so bright; it seems 
like it has to hurt something. It lights up 
the whole world!” 
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As Betty skipped — sang, “ ‘Jesus loves 
me! 
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“A firecracker makes a bright flash, too; 
but if your daddy lit one, you wouldn’t be 
afraid he would hurt you with it, would 
you?” 

“Of course not.” 


“Well, you can be even more sure that 
God will protect you from the lightning if 
you ask Him to. Your daddy might acci- 
dentally hurt you, but God never has ac- 
cidents.”” 

Betty thought that over for a while. Then 
she said, ‘‘Let’s pray right now.” She was 
still feeling a little frightened. 

“O.K.,” said Kathy. 

Together, they asked God to keep them 
and everyone safe from the storm, and they 
closed the prayer with, ‘We ask it in Jesus’ 
name,” just as they had been taught to do 
both at home and in Sunday school, 

“You know,” said Betty a few moments 
later, “I feel better already. The prayer has 
made me feel close to God, and I just know 
He will keep me safe.” 

Kathy’s mother soon returned from the 
store. “I’m glad to see you girls are playing 
inside now. The rain is coming down hard, 
and the storm looks as if it might last 
awhile.” 

“We asked God to keep us safe,” said 
Kathy. 

“So did I,” answered her mother. 

The storm continued for over an hour, 
but Kathy and Betty played with their dolls 
and hardly noticed the thunder and light- 
ning. By the time Betty left for home, the 
sky was blue again. As she skipped happily 
along, she sang softly to herself, ‘ ‘Jesus 
loves me! this I know, For the Bible tells me 
so—'” 

It was a wonderful feeling to know that 
God was watching over her every moment 
of her life. She need never be afraid with 
Him to protect her. 
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By Florence Gresham 


I’m thankful for my daily food, 
My home and family; 

God bless my father kind and true, 
For his good care of me. 


| Table Blessing 


Saul Becomes Paul 


(Continued from page 15) 


them, trembling with fear and crying out, 
“Men, what must I do to be saved?” 

“Believe in the Lord Jesus,” they told 
him, ‘‘and you and your household will be 
saved.” 


After Paul and Silas told the jailer about 
Jesus, His life and resurrection, the jailer 
took the two men into his own quarters, 
where he fed them and dressed their wounds. 
That very night Paul and Silas baptized the 
jailer and his whole family. 


Next morning the magistrates were upset 
when they learned that Paul and Silas were 
Roman citizens. It was not lawful to treat 
Roman citizens the way Paul and Silas had 
been treated. They came to the jail and 
apologized, and they begged Paul and Silas 
to leave the city so there would be no more 
trouble. 

Before leaving Philippi, Paul and Silas 
said good-by to their faithful followers, 
which now included the rich woman, the 
slave girl, and the jailer. 


Undaunted by their persecution in Philip- 
pi, Paul and Silas went forth to win dis- 
ciples in other heathen cities instead of seek- 
ing safety among their friends. 
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My Mother 


BY PAULETTE FUBEL (12 years) 
Brockton, Mass. 


I love my mother above all things. 

I love the way she talks and sings. 

I love the way she smiles at me; 

She always works so cheerfully. 

She’s gentle, patient, sweet, and kind, 
The nicest mother I could find. 

Her kiss is like a summer rose; 

It dries my tears, and sadness goes. 
And when I kneel at night to pray, 
"God, bless my mother,” I always say. 


Spring 
BY SAMMY LEWIS (10 years) 
Dunkard, Pa. 


In spring the birds are back 
From their southern homes; 
They hunt for food everywhere; 

Far and wide they roam. 


They lay their little eggs, 


From which their young ones hatch; 


When they get big, 
Worms they try to catch. 


I have told you about the birds; 
After all, they are our friends, 

So please do not shoot them. 
With this my poem ends. 
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God and Us 


BY LEONARD MORRIS (11 years) 
Broomall, Pa. 


God is someone we can’t see, but we know 
He’s there. 

Sometimes we don’t know it, but God is 
everywhere. 


God does so many things for us each and 
every day 

That 1 think we all should worship Him in 
our own reverent way. 


Our Country's Symbol 
BY JEAN FLETCHER and 
KAREN PELLEGRINI (12 years) 
Jefferson Valley, N.Y. 


Our country's flag is red, white, and blue. 

The red says, “Be brave’ ; the blue says, “Be 
true.” 

Our flag is 180 years old, 

And with it, the story of our country is told. 


Betsy Ross made our first flag, 

And on the ground it should never drag. 

It has a blue background with stars all white, 

Like the stars in the sky that are seen at 
night. 


It has six white stripes and seven red, 
For the thirteen colonies, it is said. 

Let our flag forever fly. 

We hope that it will never die. 
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Editor’s Note 

What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for November, you may send it 
now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work Pang Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 

We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 

“The Goblin,” sent in by Michele Ingraham 
and published in March Wee Wisdom under 
her name, was written by Rose Fyleman and ap- 
pears in “The Book of a Thousand Poems,” 
published by Evans Brothers, and also appears 
in “Singing on Our Way,” a music enbeck. 


The Sun 


BY JULIA TONEY (10 years) 
Leon, lowa 


The sun, I believe, is a little girl, 

Her face surrounded by a golden curl; 
And when at night she goes to bed, 
A dark-blue blanket covers her head. 


My Brother Dave 


BY LINDA MITCHELL (12 years) 
Syracuse, N.Y. 


I have a brother whose name is Dave; 
He’s very big, and he’s very brave. 

I often think he’s pretty bad, 

But that is only when I’m mad. 
Sometimes I think he’s pretty good, 
But not so often as I should. 


My brother Dave is very big, 

And I am very little; 

My mom and dad? Well, they're just right; 
You'd say they're in the middle. 
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A Miracle of Spring 


BY TERRY LUCILLE NIEMEYER (7 years) 
Treloar, Mo. 


I’m a pretty flower bud that is just about 
to open in the flower garden by the front 
gate. Last fall I was only a tiny seed. When 
the cold wind came, I dropped to the earth. 
The rain carried me beneath the ground. 
Through the long, cold winter, I lay pro- 
tected under my blanket of leaves. Spring 
brought warm sunshine and vain. I grew 
and grew and pushed out of the ground. 
Now I am a beautiful flower. I am one of 
God’s spring miracles. 


When | Was Walking 


BY GLENN CROSBY (10 years) 
Douglas, Ga. 


Once when I was walking 
Down a dusty road, 

I met a little donkey 
With a heavy load. 


The load was so heavy 
That his little back 

W ent down in the middle 
With a flour sack. 


Spring 
BY BETTY SIMPSON (9 years) 
Oak Ridge, Tenn. 


I heard a bird up in a tree, 

The humming of a bumblebee, 

The woodchucks playing in the brush, 
And the rabbits running in a rush. 
When winter winds have gone away 
And summer suns are here to stay, 
When silver church bells begin to ring, 
Then I know that it is spring. 
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JUNE PUZZLE 


BY CHARLOTTE DOWDALL 


Look for my first in half, but not in third. 
Look for my second in ca//, but not in word. 
Look for my third in pet, but not in dog. 
Look for my fourth in Aé//, but not in Jog. 
Look for my fifth in Juve, but not in May. 
Look for my sixth in road, but not in way. 
Look for my seventh in stir, but not in cook. 


Look for my eighth in /ad, but not in Jook. 
Look for my ninth in bat, but not in box. 
Look for my tenth in /ynx, but not in fox. 
My all is a day that comes every year, 

To show appreciation for one we hold dear. 


COMPLETE THE WORDS 
BY MABEL NIEDERMEYER MCCAW 

Add a letter to form the words whose defi- 
nitions are given. 


nea- not far 
nea- tidy or orderly 


sea - made by sewing two pieces of cloth 
together 
sea - to burn 


lim- part of a tree 
lim- to walk lamely 


dum- unable to speak 
dum- to throw out 


tri- to stumble 
tri- tocut off 
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Answers on Inside Back Cover 


TREASURE CAVE 


BY FREDERICK D. BREWER 


. one in the Black Hills there is a 
hidden cave that contains a great store of 
treasure, but the way leads through many 
dangers. Each player tries to be the first to 
claim the treasure. 

RULES 

Two or more players spin in turn, ad- 
vancing their markers the number of blocks 
indicated by the spinner. If a player lands 
on a marked block, he must obey the orders 
on that block. The first player to enter 
Treasure Cave is the winner. If a player 
lands on a block occupied by an opponent, 
the opponent is set back one, and he must 
obey any orders on this block. 

A spinner may be made from a six-sided 
piece of cardboard, marked and numbered 
as shown in the sketch. Punch a hole in the 
center and insert a short peg with a point on 
one end, such as a pencil stump. When the 
spinner stops, one of the flat sides will 
be touching the table. The number in this 
triangle is the number to be used in playing. 
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Summer night 


The New Girl 


(Continued from page 9) 


Lynn’s shoulders. “Let's go to the bathroom, 
darling,” she said, “and get rid of some of 
this mud.” 

As the three left the room, the girls 
looked at each other in amazement. Could 
it be they had all been mistaken about the 
new girl? When she came back, she was 
wearing one of Beth’s dresses. “Your grand- 
mother told me to put it on,” she explained 
to Beth. “She is very sweet and kind and 
thoughtful.” 

Soon, the parents began arriving in cars 
to take their girls home. “Are your parents 
coming for you?” Beth asked Lynn. 

“Mother is not with us any more,” Lynn 
answered quietly, “and Father is away this 
week end on business. I will call a cab to 
come for me.” 

“If your father is not going to be home, 
stay the night with us, dear,” Mrs. Clayton 
invited. 

“Oh, may I?” Lynn asked eagerly. 

“Nothing would please us more,” Mrs. 
Clayton assured her. “I'll call your home so 
they will know.” 

And Beth suddenly realized that she really 
wanted Lynn to stay. 

The air was damp and chilly after the 
rain, so Mr. Clayton made a fire in the big 
fireplace. They popped some corn, and Mrs. 
Clayton brought in a big bowl of shining red 
apples. They all told stories and laughed 
and talked until bedtime. 

When the girls were getting ready for 
bed, Lynn asked, “Do you always have a 
good time like this?” 

“Why, yes, of course, except when I have 
homework to do. Here’s a pair of my pa- 
jamas Mother laid out for you. Don’t you 
have a good time?” 
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“No—unless Father is home, and he is 
often away. I go to my room after dinner 
and draw or read until I get sleepy. On long 
summer evenings, I go out and talk with 
the gardener. He knows a lot of interesting 
stories.” 


“Do you mean to say that you do not have 
a good time in that big house with all those 
lovely things in it?” Beth asked in amaze- 
ment. 

“Those things cannot talk to me or love 
me! I would not give your home and family 
for a million houses like mine. Mine is not 
a real home.” 

“Oh, Lynn!” Beth threw her arms around 
her new-found friend. ‘“‘All the time the girls 
in our room have believed you think you are 
better than the rest of us.” 

“Maybe I have acted that way because 
I did not want you girls to know how much 
I was hurt when I thought none of you liked 
me.” 

“From now on you will really be one of 
us,’ Beth promised. “Now that I under- 
stand, I love you, and I know all the other 
girls will, too.” 

When Mrs. Clayton came in to see if 
the girls had enough blankets for the quick 
change in weather, she found them still 
talking. They were planning a hike with all 
their friends for the next Saturday. 

“Aren't you girls going to bed tonight?” 
Mrs. Clayton asked. 

“I am too excited to sleep!” Lynn ex- 
claimed. “This is the happiest day I’ve ever 
known.” 

“IT hope you will come and visit with us 
often,” Mrs. Clayton said as she kissed them 
both good night. 

That night, the little girl who only the 
night before had been lonely and unhappy 
drifted into pleasant dreams about the hap- 
piness that was in store for them. 
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They Loved Jesus 
By Martha V. Binde 


Wherever He went, they loved Him, 
So strong and kind was He. 

The lame were made to walk again; 
The blind were made to see. 


The farmer at his planting, 
The children at their play, 

The stranger on the roadside 
Stopped when He came their way. 


How eagerly they met Him, 
And listened to Him, too! 

His hands were full of healing; 
His words were wise and true. 


Brush Fire 


(Continued from page 12) 


clearly visible now without the aid of bin- 
oculars. They were spreading out across 
the top of the ridge. 


“That's no campfire or trash fire either!” 
exclaimed Jimmy. “That's an honest-to-good- 
ness brush fire, and it’s out of control, too!” 

“I'm glad it’s on the other side of that 
valley,” answered Johnny. ‘We'd be in a 
bad spot if it were on this range.” 


“Do you think we ought to go home and 
report it?” asked Jimmy uneasily. ‘That's 
pretty deserted country over there.” 

“Fire lookouts would have spotted it be- 
fore this,” Johnny assured him. “By the time 
we could pack up, ride over the hills, and 
get home, they’d probably have it out.” 

“I suppose you're right,” agreed Jimmy. 
“I just hope the wind doesn’t get worse, 
though.” 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


Egg Salad in Tomato Cups (serves 4) 


; = salad, a sandwich, and a drink make 
a fine summer lunch or light supper. You 
can prepare this salad all by yourself if you 
follow the directions carefully. 
4 medium-sized Y/, cucumber, chopped 

tomatoes 2 hard-cooked eggs, 
1 3-0z pkg. cream cheese chopped 
2 Ths. chopped green Yj, cup salad dressing 

onion 

First, cook the eggs for fifteen minutes 
in boiling water. You may do this earlier in 
the morning in order to allow plenty of time 
for them to cool. Wash the tomatoes and 
place them in colander and pour boiling 
water over them. The skin can then be 
peeled off easily with a knife. Scoop out a 
little of the center of the tomato. Sprinkle 
with salt. Turn upside down on a plate and 
put in refrigerator to chill. Have cream 
cheese at room temperature. Blend it with 
a few drops of milk to soften. Line tomato 
cups with cream cheese mixture. Combine 
chopped onion, chopped cucumber, and 
chopped eggs and mix with salad dressing. 
Fill tomato cups, Chill and serve on lettuce. 


They searched the slope and the valley 
for some sign of fire fighters, but saw none. 
The fire was spreading rapidly as the wind 
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became steadily stronger. A silver-winged 
plane was silhouetted for a moment against 
the darkening bank of smoke. 

“There’s your lookout,” said Jimmy. 

“You know, it’s been a long time since 
there’s been a fire in these hills,” remarked 
Johnny, brushing the rocks from a bare patch 
of ground and sitting down. Jimmy squatted 
beside him, still watching for signs of fire 
fighters. 

“Twenty years, I guess,” replied Jimmy. 
“Remember Mother’s telling us how the 
wind came up and the fire jumped the val- 
leys and burned three ranges before they 
could stop it?” 


“That probably won't happen again,” said 
Johnny. “They have more and better equip- 
ment for fire fighting these days. They us- 
ually spot the fires sooner, too.” 


Jimmy stood up, appalled at the dreadful 
thought that now crossed his mind for the 
first time. 


“Johnny, we're dopes!” he exclaimed. 
“We've been sitting here gawking when all 
the time that fire’s out of control, with the 
wind getting stronger by the minute. If it 
jumped the valley twenty years ago, it could 
do it again, and we're right in its path. Let's 
get out of here!” 

Johnny’s mouth fell open. “I never 
thought of that,” he said weakly. 


They scrambled to their feet and climbed 
and slid down the path. They descended the 
second cliff as quickly as they could, but an 
hour had passed before they stood once 
more on the grassy floor of the glen. The 
smoke was hanging thickly above the hills 
now. They even fancied they could smell it 
on the faint breeze that swept down into 
their sheltered nook. They packed their sad- 
dlebags quickly and saddled the horses in 
record time. Starlight was prancing nervous- 
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ly when Jimmy swung lightly into his saddle. 
Johnny was already leading the way down 
the slope. 

In the first open spot, they paused and 
looked back. The smoke was visibly denser, 
and there was no question about the odor. 
Jimmy heard a faint crackle that he thought 
could be greasewood burning. 

“I hear it!” he shouted. “It’s jumped the 
valley already.” 

“Probably just some rabbits getting out 
of the way,” Johnny yelled back, but he dug 
his heels into Dancer's sides and urged her 
into a gallop. 

“Wait, Johnny!” yelled Jimmy. “Stop!” 

Johnny reined in and looked back. Jimmy 
pulled up beside him. “You can’t run a 
horse in these hills!” he exclaimed. “What 
would you do if she fell and broke a leg, 
with the fire coming over the hill behind us? 
Slow down, or we'll never get out!” 

Johnny nodded without answering. He 
realized that Jimmy was right. He con- 
tinued at a fast walk; and Dancer, tossing 
her head nervously and sniffing the smoke- 
laden breeze, needed no urging to take the 
quickest way home. At the top of the sec- 
ond peak, Jimmy reined in again and swept 
the terrain with a keen, appraising glance. 
There was no question now about the fire’s 
having jumped the valley. They could hear 
the roar of the flames as they gained in 
volume and the ominous undertone of dry 
brush snapping in protest as the flames con- 
sumed it. There is no sound in all the world 
like that of a fire that has gone wild. The 
boys would never forget it. 

Johnny had ridden on. Jimmy yelled at 
him again. “Let’s go straight down and 
follow that big creek into Mr. Johnson’s 
vineyard,” he proposed. “It’s a lot closer.” 

Johnny turned Dancer’s head to the south- 
west. The way was steep and matted with 
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brush. The horses crashed through, break- 
ing the resisting branches and stepping heed- 
lessly on the sharp stones that carpeted the 
bare ground between clusters of lilac and 
sumac. The boys’ jeans were torn, and their 
legs were scratched and bleeding, but they 
urged the horses on to the very edge of the 
deep ravine that cut the hill in two. They 
had followed it only a few yards when 
Johnny stopped for the first time. 

“What's that?” he called. 

“Go on!” Jimmy yelled back. 

Johnny held up his hand, listening. 
“Jimmy, somebody's yelling for help,” he 
said, 

Jimmy paused, straining his ears to hear 
over the roar of the fire. “I heard it, too,” 
he agreed. “It’s probably that old prospector 
who lives up here somewhere—you know, 
Father Time.” 

“What’ll we do?” asked Johnny. 

“Get down there, and quick!” returned 
his brother. 

Jimmy threw a hasty glance over his 
shoulder. The flames were coming over the 
ridge now. There was not much time. He 
turned Starlight to face the ravine and said, 
“Let's go down, girl.” 

Starlight slid down the steep bank, a cloud 
of loose dirt sliding with her. Dancer fol- 
lowed, almost sitting on the slope as her 
stiff forelegs plowed a path before her. 
Johnny clung to the saddle for dear life. 
The other bank was much lower. The horses 
cleared it with one bound. 

To the left, half-crushed beneath a giant 
boulder that had sheltered it for years and 
then finally crashed down, was the little 
wooden shack of the man the hill people 
called Old Father Time. Near the shack was 
the old man himself, his right leg pinned 
beneath a slab of granite. 


(To be continued) 
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STRANGE CREATURE OF THE SEA 


BY FRANCES CARFI MATRANGA 


D» You know that a starfish can force an 
oyster to open its shell? And that when it 
loses an arm, the starfish can grow a new 
one? In fact, if you cut a starfish in half and 
throw both parts back into the water, each 
will soon grow into a complete starfish with 
the usual five arms. Thus, out of one comes 
two. 

This strange creature—which is not really 
a fish, but an animal that lives in the sea— 
has suction tubes lined up on the under part 
of its arms. With these tubes, it can exert a 
pull of about three pounds, even though the 
little creature weighs only a few ounces. 


When the starfish wraps his arms around 
an oyster’s shell, these tiny suction tubes, or 
feet, take firm hold and pull until the shell 
is forced open. Then, still holding the shell 
open, the starfish inserts part of its stomach 
into the opening, surrounds the oyster, and 
sucks it out. 

A starfish’s arms are also very interesting. 
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Did you ever look at the tips of them? Next 
time you see one, do so. You will notice red 
eyespots. These eyes are almost blind, but 
the starfish’s sense of smell is very keen. This 
common starfish is found on almost every 
beach and is sometimes quite large, often 
eight inches across. 

The brittle starfish has very long arms, 
sometimes eight to ten inches. If you picked 
one up, it would probably disconnect the 
arm you were holding in order to move away 
to safety. That is the way they defend them- 
selves. 

The next time you go to the beach, keep 
your eyes open for these interesting little 
water animals. Look about carefully and be 
patient. You may soon find yourself adding 
a new hobby to the ones you already have. 
The study of sea creatures can be fascinat- 
ing, indeed! 


The Chimp Liked Bananas 


(Continued from page 21) 


“He worked to get them.” 

“He doesn’t deserve a stomach-ache,” said 
David grimly, “and he'll get one if he eats 
them all at once.” 

“Aw——” Charley’s protest faded into 
perplexed silence. 

What he was thinking, David could not 
guess; and, for the time, he was too busy 
saving Chimp from the bananas and his 
boredom to try. 

The boys carried the bananas to the Harti- 
son basement. They took the boxes back into 
Chimp’s shed, hoping he would keep busy, 
arranging and rearranging them. They tied 
the rope from one side of the shed to the 
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other, and the chimpanzee began to use it 
for a trapeze. 

From outside the window, the boys 
watched him swing to and fro. 

“He’s not bored now,” David said, satis- 
fied, “‘and he didn’t get enough bananas to 
hurt him.” 

Charley chuckled. “How are your muscles, 
Dave?” 

David flexed his arms and legs. 

“Funny!” he said. “I guess moving that 
stuff worked most of the soreness out of 
them. I guess if I take it easy till Monday, 
I'll be all right for the track meet.” 

Again Charley chuckled. “I guess your 
ma’s right about not taking such big doses. 


June, 1959 


The way I got it figured, everything’s got to 
be fed—your muscles, my brain, Chimp’s 
stomach—but not too much at a time. I’m 
going to keep my job Saturdays and 
through the summer, but I’m going back 
to school Monday.” 

David answered with a grin that came 
from the happiness in his heart. He was 
thinking that his mother was right about 
something else, too—not worrying. Every- 
thing was working out. 


A loyal friend I try to be, 
And that brings loyal friends 
to me. 
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A WINTER BOUQUET 
BY IRENE K. KOFFARNUS 


A. ATTRACTIVE bouquet that will stay 
pretty all winter can be made from spears 
of oats and bits of different-colored foils. 

Pick the oats after the heads or kernels 
have filled out nice and firm but while it is 
still green in color. The kernels will not 
break off very easily when you work with 
it in this stage. If you have a farmer friend, 
I am sure he will give you a few spears. Also, 
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you often find it growing by the roadside. 
Start watching for it the latter part of June 
and through July. 

Collect pieces of various-colored foils. 
You will find them on many products, such 
as soap, gum, and candy bars. Foil is often 
wrapped around flower pots, and, of course, 
you can use the aluminum foil Mother uses 
in the kitchen. It is easier to work with the 
foil that is wrapped around soaps, gum, etc. 
if you take off the paper backing that comes 
on it. Cut pieces about 1-inch square or a lit- 
tle smaller. 

Place each kernel (still on the spear) in 
the center of one of the small pieces of foil. 
You may need to snip a bit off the bottom 
part of the foil if it is too long. Fold the foil 
around the kernel. Then, with a rolling mo- 
tion of your thumb and finger, wrap it firmly 
around the kernel. Twist the upper tip to a 
fine point. 

Use a variety of colors on the kernels of 
each spear. A dozen or fifteen spears make 
a nice-sized bouquet. They make a particular- 
ly attractive arrangement in a wall vase. 


PERPETUAL-MOTION TOY 


BY ROBERT O. LYON 


Pee THIs fascinating action toy, you need 
only a large button with two thread holes 
in it and a piece of stout string about 48 
inches long. 

Thread the string through one hole in the 
button and back through the other hole 
and tie the ends together. Now, slide the 
button to the middle of the strings and slip 
your fingers through the end loops, leaving 
some slack so the button hangs down a little. 

Wind your toy by twirling string and 
button, as shown in the illustration. Move 
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your hands out and in, first allowing the 
string to slacken a little, then tighten. This 
will keep the button whirling around and 
around, 


STRING-WRITING 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


PASTE 


PASTE 


is fun. 

Use colored string. Guide your string to 
make the letters you wish to form. When 
you come to a twist or turn, put a dab of 
glue on the paper, and it will hold the string 
in place. 


String-writing can be used to decorate 
packages and posters and for writing sig- 
natures. 


GUESS ME 
BY MARION ULLMARK 


A BOX of animal crackers and two or three 
friends are all you need for this laugh-mak- 
ing game. One player shuts his eyes tightly 
and reaches into the animal-cracker box. He 
draws out a cracker and is careful not to let 
the others see what animal it is. Then he 
starts to imitate this animal. The player who 
guesses correctly which animal he is imitat- 
ing is the next one to draw out an animal. 
When you are all tired from barking, 
hopping, or roaring, reach into the animal- 
cracker box again—it is refreshment time! 


TRAVEL FUN 


BY MARION ULLMARK 


Te this little game to make the time pass 
more quickly on a long cross-country trip. 
Choose someone in the front seat to watch 
the speedometer and call, “Start.” Now, the 
rest of the players must sit silently for what 
they think is one mile. As soon as a player 
thinks a mile has been covered, he says, 
“Now.” The player coming closest to the 
correct time is the winner. 
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ROLAND REXROTH 


Tis FOURTH of July this year marks not 
only the 183d anniversary of the independ- 
ence of our country, but it is also the day on 
which the forty-ninth star is added to our 
flag. The new star is for Alaska, which was 


proclaimed a state by President Dwight D. 
Eisenhower on January 3, of this year. 

From 1912 until now, Old Glory has had 
forty-eight stars, arranged in six rows of 
eight. 

The basic design of our banner of red, 
white, and blue is actually older than our 
nation. The “Betsy Ross” flag that was flown 
during the Revolution was like our flag of 
today in that it had thirteen horizontal 


stripes, seven red and six white, with a blue 
field at the upper left, However, it had only 
thirteen stars, arranged in the form of a 
circle, representing the original thirteen 
colonies. 

From 1795 to 1818, the flag had eight 
red and seven white stripes, with fifteen stars 
in the blue field, the new stars and stripes 
representing Vermont and Kentucky. This 
flag, flying over Fort McHenry, near Balti- 
more, Maryland, was the inspiration for our 
national anthem, ‘The Star-Spangled Ban- 
ner,” written by Francis Scott Key. 

In 1818, the Congress added stars for five 
new states, the twenty stars being arranged 
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One nice thing about vacation time is that it gives us more, 
spare hours for making things. Your July number of WEE 
WISDOM will feature some really wonderful things you can 
make, using materials you probably have around your house. 

There are complete directions for making a handy Hobby 
Carrying Case, a Bubble-Blowing Gold Fish, a Popsickle-Stick 
Raft, and a whole menagerie of Clothespin Animals—you 
will want to make them all! 

Also in the July number of WEE WISDOM are-plenty 
of fast-moving stories, including “Learning to Swim,” by 
Emily Gail Hunter; “Sky Bird,” by Naomi Horton; “Danny’s 
Birthday Gift,” by Julia Collier; “The Discontented Fairy,” by 
June Jarvis; “Fourth of July Picnic,” the Spartan story by 
Lawrent Lee; and the final chapter of “Brush Fire,” by Bonita 
Fouste. 

With all these stories and things to make, plus the regular 
poems and feature departments, the July number of WEE 
WISDOM is one you will want to be sure to read. 

And if you have friends who have a birthday in July, 
remember that WEE WISDOM makes the perfect gift be- 

cause it keeps giving for a whole year; yet, it costs 
$2. 


Be seeing you next month! e 
Arthur 
(His Mark) 
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in four horizontal rows of five, and reduced 
the number of stripes to the original seven 
red and six white. 


was issued by our Post Office Department in 
1957. The three-cent stamp, inscribed 
“Texas,” was issued in 1945 to commemo- 


For every new state admitted to the Union, 
a star was added in the blue field. By 1865, 
at the end of the War between the States, 
the flag had forty-five stars, arranged in six 
alternating rows of eight and seven stars 
each. 

The forty-sixth star was added for Okla- 
homa in 1907, and the forty-seventh and the 
forty-eighth, for New Mexico and Arizona, 
in 1912. 

The four-cent stamp that we illustrate, 
showing Old Glory with forty-eight stars 
and the inscription “Long May It Wave,” 


rate the one-hundredth anniversary of the 
admission of Texas as our twenty-eighth 
state. 


Answers to Puzzles 
June Puzzle 
Father's Day. 


Complete the Words 


Near, neat. Seam, sear. Limb, limp. Dumb, 
dump. Trip, trim. 
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If you have an older brother or sister, or perhaps @ 
friend, who is graduating from the eighth grade or from 
high school in June, you may be wondering what gift you 
can give. The teen-ager’s magazine, Progress, which takes up am 
where WEE WISDOM leaves off, makes an especially nicg 
graduation gift. 


The June number of Progress was planned especially to 
help graduates as they go on to higher education or to @ 
job. One article gives many pointers to help boys and girls 
be more popular and friendly. It is called “Do You Make 
Friends Easily?” and the author is Pauline French Stacy. The 
story “Round Hole, Square Peg,” by Helen L. Renshaw, 
gives valuable ideas for choosing a job and doing well in it. 


Every number of Progress magazine contains many atf- 
ticles.and stories just as interesting as these two. Special 
feature departments include “Let’s Talk about Your Prob 
lem,” 


in which Kay Sweaney answers letters from readers 
about their problems; “Here Is Your Help,” a digest of 
helpful ideas for young people, selected from the other 
Unity magazines; and others. 


Progress is a gift that is sure to be appreciated. One teen- 
ager writes: “I started getting Progress magazine through 
a gift subscription from a friend, and I’m so glad I did. I 
look forward to receiving it each month, and it is a great 
help to me.” 


Send Progress to any June graduate you know. The 
magazine is a handy pocket size; it comes monthly; and it is 
priced at only $2 for a full year’s subscription. Be sure to 
mention that you are ordering a graduation gift. 


PROGRESS 
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